Archaeology and the Philosopher
eagerly down to look, but found only a small stone and two
shards of reddish earthenware at the head: and when we stood
up again, our silent visitor had vanished among the sunlit
trees of the ravine.
" Is it true," said our digger as he shouldered his implement
to try for better luck with another grave he knew of, " is it
true that the skeleton of a man has been found with horns
growing out of his forehead?"
Shah Riza, who loved fairy tales, and was delighted with
the discovery of archaeology, at which he gave himself expert
airs, pricked up his ears and joined us. He was in disgrace,
and had been loitering behind. He had taken my pointed
stone, the only find of the afternoon, and lightly chipped off
the rip of it, saying airily: " This is nothing." The storm of
just indignation which had broken round his ears surprised
but did not disconcert him; women being in his eyes so inferior
that they could say what they liked without its mattering to
anybody. He merely continued to murmur at intervals:
" It is nothing," keeping, however, prudently out of my way.
" You had better ask Shah Riza," said I, replying to the
matter of the horns. " He seems to know more about every-
thing than anybody else."
The Philosopher smiled in a disarming manner, not however
denying the imputation of knowledge nor refraining, as we
pulled small bits of bone and pottery out of our next grave,
from giving his opinion in a decided manner as to their value.
We were no luckier. The grave was of the same kind,
also built under the lee of the cliff and city wall, and formed
of a narrow shaft where the skeleton lay on its back with head
turned to the right and feet pointing east-north-east. Under
its elbow was a sharpened stone, a piece of pottery at its
head, and that was all. It was already after four o'clock, and
some way lay before us to the valley of the Hmdimini
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